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THE HISTO 

Without my fauour there is nothyng wonne. 

Many a matter haue I brought at laft, 

To good conclufion, that tondly was begonne. 

And many a purpofe, bounden fure and laft 
With wife prouifion, I haue ouercaft. 

Without good happe there may no wit fuffife. 

Better is to be fortunate than wyfe. 

And therefore hath there fome men bene or this. 

My deadly loes and written many a boke, 

To my difprayfe. And other caufe there nys. 

But for me lift not frendly on them loke. 

Thus lyke the fox they fare that once forfoke. 

The pleafaunt grapes, and gan for to defy them, 

Becaufe he lept and yet could not come by them. 

But let them write theyr labour is in vayne. 

For well ye wote, myrth, honour, and richefle, 

Much better is than penury and payne. 

The nedy wretch that lingereth in diftrefife. 

Without myne helps is euer comfortldle, 

A wery burden odious and loth, 

To all the world, and eke to him felfe both. 

But he that by my fauour may afcende, 

To mighty power and excellent degree, 

A common wele to gouerne and defende, 

0 in how blift condicion ftandeth he : 

Him felf in honour and felicite, 

And ouer that, may foither and increafe, 

A region hole in ioyfull reft and peace. 

Now in this poynt there is no more to fay, 

Eche man hath of him felf the gouernaunce. 

Let euery wight than folowe his owme way. 

And he that out ot pouertee and mifchaunce. 

Lift for to liue, and wyll him felfe enhaunce. 

In wealth and richefle, come forth and wayte on me. 

And he that wyll be a beggar, let hym be. 

Thomas More to them that truft in Fortune. 

* S 'H O U that are prowde of honour fhape or kynne, 
That hepeft vp this wretched worldes treafure, 

Thy fingers fhrined with gold, thy tawny fkynne. 

With trelh apparyle garnifhed out of meafure, 

And weneft to haue fortune at thy pleafure, 

Call vp thyne eye, and loke how flipper chaunce, 

1 11 tidecli her men with chaunge and varyaunce. 

Sometyme fhe loketh as louely fayre and bright, 

As goodly Uenus mother of Cupyde. 

She becketh and fhe Imileth on euery wight. 

But this chere layned, may not long abide. 

1 here comcth a cloude, and farewell all our pryde. 

Like any ferpent (he beginneth to fwell, 

And looketh as fierce as any fury of hell. 

Yet tor all that we brotle men are fayne, 

(So wretched is our nature and fo blynde) 

As foone as Fortune lift to laugh agayne. 

With fayre countenaunce and difceitfull mynde, 

'l o crouche and knele and gape after the wynde. 

Not one or twayne but thoufandes in a rout, 

Lyke Iwarmyng bees come flickeryng her aboute. 

Then as a bayte fhe bryngeth forth her ware, 

Sutler, gold, riche perle, and precious ftone : 

On whiche the malted people gale agd flare, 

And gape therefore, as dogges doe for the bone. 

Fortune at them laugheth, and in her trone 
Am yd her treafure and waueryng rychefle, 

Prowdly fhe htiucth as lady and emprefie. 

Faft by her fyde doth wery labour ftand, 

Pale fere alfo, and forow all bewept, 

Difdayn and hatred on that other hand, 

Eke reftles watche fro flepe with trauayle kept, 

Elis eyes drowfy and lokyng as he flept. 

Before her ftandeth daunger and enuy. 

Flattery, dyfceyt, mfchiefe and tiranny. 

^ About her commeth all the world to begge. 

He afketh lande, and he to pas would bryng, 

1 his toye and that, and all not worth an egge : 

He would in Joue profper aboue all thyng : 

He kneleth downe and would be made a kyng : 

He forceth not fo he may money haue. 

Though all the worlde accompt hym for a knaue. 

^ Lo thus ye fee diuers heddes, diuers wittes. 

Fortune alone as diuers as they all, 
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Vnftable here and there among them flittes : 

And at auenture downe her giftes fall, 

Catch who fo may fhe throwcth great and final! 

Not to all men, as commeth fonne or dewe, 

But for the mod part, all among a fewe. 

And yet her brotell giftes long may not laft. 

Fie that fhejgaue them, loketh prowde and hye. 

She whirlth about and pluckth away as faft, 

And geueth them to an other by and by. 

And thus from man to man continually, 

She vfeth to geue and take, and flily tofie. 

One man to wynnyng of an others lofie. 

And when fhe robbeth one, down goth his pryde. 
Fie wepeth and wayleth and curfeth her full fore. 

But he that receueth it, on that other fyde. 

Is glad, and bleftlf her often tymes therefore. 

But in a whyle when fhe loueth hym no more. 

She glydeth from hym, and her giftes to. 

And he her curfeth, as other fooles do, 

Alas the folyfh people can not ceafe, 

Ne voya her trayne, tyll they theharmedo fele. 
About her alway, befely they preace. 

But lord how he doth thynk hym felf full wele. 

That may fet once his hande vppon her whele. 

He lioldeth faft : but vpward as he fiieth, 

She whippeth her whele about, and there he lyeth. 

Thus fell Julius from his mighty power. 

Thus fell Darius the worthy kyng ot Perfe. 

Thus fell Alexander the great conquerour. 

Thus many mo then I may well reherfe. 

Thus double fortune, when fhe ly ft reuerfe 
Her flipper fauour fro them that in her truft. 

She fleeth her wey and leyeth them in the dull. 

She fodeiniy enhaunceth them aloit. 

And fodeynly mifeheueth all the flocke. 

The head that late lay. eafily and full loft, 

In ftede of pylows lyeth after on the blocke. 

And yet alas the moft cruell proude mocke : 

The deynty mowth that ladyes kifted haue. 

She bryngeth in The cafe to kyfle a knaue. 

In chaungyng of her courfe, the chaunge fhewth this, 
Vp ftartth a knaue, and downe there faith a knight, 
The beggar ryche, and the ryche man pore is. 

Hatred is turned to loue, loue to defpyght. 

This is her fport, thus proueth (lie her myght. 

Oreat bolle fhe maketh yf one be by her power, 

Wei thy and wretched both within an howre. 

Pouertee that ot her giftes wyl nothing take, 

Wyth mery chere, looketh vppon the prece. 

And feeth how fortunes houfjiold goeth to wrake. 

Faft. by her ftandeth the wyfe Socrates. 

Arnftippus, Pythagora's, and many a lefe. 

Of olde philolophers. And eke agaynft the fonne 
Bekyth h m poore Diogenes in his tonne. 

With her is Byas, whofe countrey lackt defence, 
And whylom of their foes ftode fo in dour. 

That eche man haftely gan to cary thence, 

And afked hym why he nought caryed out. 

I bere quod he all myne with me about : 

Wifedom he ment, not fortunes brotle fees. 

For nought he counted his that he might leefe. 

Heraclitus eke, Jyft felowlhip to kepe 
With glad pouertee, Democritus alfo : 

Of which the lyric can neuer ceafe but wepe, 

I o lee how thick the bl.) nded people go. 

With labour great to purchafe care and wo. 

That other laugheth to fee the foolyfh apes, 

Howe earneftly they walk about theyr capes. 

Of this poore fed;, it is comen vlage, 

Onely to take that nature may fuftayne, 

Banifhing cleane all other furplufage. 

They be content, and of nothyng complayne. 

No nygarde eke is of his good fo fayne. 

But they more pleafure haue a thoufande folde , 

The fecrete draughtes of nature to beholde. 

Set fortunes fervauntes by them and ye wull. 

That one is free, that other euer thrall, 

1 hat one content, that other neuer full. 

That one in furetye, that other lyke to fall. 

Who lyft to aduife them bothe, parcevue he fhall, 

As great difference between them as we fee, 

Betwixte wretchednes and felicite. 

No we 
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Nowe haue I Ihewed you bothe : thefe whiche ye lyft, 
Stately fortune, or humble pouertee: 

That is to fay, nowe lyeth it in your fyft, 

To take here bondage, or tree hbertee. 

But in thys poynte and ye do after me, 

Draw you to fortune, and labour her to pleafe. 

If that ye thynke your felfe to well at eal . ^ 

And fyrft vppon the louely ihall (he fmile. 

And frendly on the call: her wandering eyes. 

Embrace the in her armes and lot a why.,. 

Put the and kepe the in a fooles £>aradi e . 

And foorth with all what lo thou lyft deuue. 

She wyll the graunt it liberally parhappes : 

But for all that beware of after clappes. 

Recken you neuer of her fauoure iuie . 

Ye may in clowds as eafily trace an hare. 

Or in drye lande caufe fifties to endure, 

And make the burnyng tyre his he ate to fpare, 

And all thys worlde in compace to forlare. 

As her to make by craft or engine liable. 

That of her nature is euer variable. 

Seme her day and riyght as reuerently, 

Vppon thy knees as any feruaunt may, 

And in conclufion, that thou flialt winne thereby 
Shall not be worth thy fervyce 1 dare fay. 

And looke yet what fhe geueth the to day, 

With labour wonne fhe Ihall happly to morow 
Pluck it agayne out of thyne hande with forow. 

Wherefore yf thou in furetye lyft to ftande, 

Take pouerties parte and let prowde fortune go, 
Receyue nothyng that commeth from her hande . 

Loue maner and vertue : they be onely tho. 

Whiche double fortune may not take the fro. 

Then mayft thou boldly defye her turnyng chaunce : 
She can the neyther hynder nor auaunce. 

But and thou wylt nedes medle with her treafure, 
Truft not therein, and fpende it liberally. 

Beare the not proude, nor take not out of meafure. 
Bylde not thyne houfe on heyth vp in the fkye. 

None falleth fame, but he that climbeth hye. 
Remember nature fent the hyther bare, 
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W H O fo delyteth to prouen and affay, 

Of waveryng fortune the vneertayne lot. 

If that the aunfwere pleafe you not alway. 

Blame ye not me : for I commaunde you not. 

Fortune to truft, and eke full well ye wot, 

I haue of her no brydle in my fift. 

She renneth loofe, and turneth where fhe lyft. 

The rollyng dyfe in whome your lucke doth ftaride, 
With whofe vnhappy chaunce ye be fo wroth. 

Ye knowe your felte came neuer in myne hande. 

Lo in this ponde be fyfhe and frogges both. 

Caft in your nette : but be you liete or lothe. 

Hold you content as fortune lyft affyne : 

For it is your owne fifhyng and not myne. 

And though in one chaunce fortune you offend, 
Grudge not there at, but beare a mery face. 

In many an other fhe fhall it amende. 

There is no manne fo farre out of her grace. 

But he fometyme hath comfort and folace : 

Ne none agayne fo farre foorth in her fauour. 

That is full fatisfyed with her behauiour. 

Fortune is ftately, folemne, prowde, and hye : 

And rycheffe geueth, to haue feruyee therefore. 

The nedy begger catcheth an halfpeny : 

Some manne a thoufande p.ounde, fome leffe fome more. 
But for all that fhe kepeth euer in ftore. 

From euery manne fome parcell of his wyll. 

That he may pray therfore and ferue her ftyll. 

Some manne hath good, but chyldren hath he none. 
Some man hath both, but he can get none health. 

Some hath al thre, but vp to honours trone, 

Can he not crepe, by no maner of llelth. 

To fome fhe fendeth, children, ryches, welthe, 
Honour, woorfhyp, and reuerence all hys lyfe’: 

But yet fhe pyncheth hym with a fhrewde wyfe. * 

Then for afmuch as it is fortunes guyfe, 

To graunt no manne all thyng that he wyll axe. 


But as her felfe lyft order and deuyfe. 

Doth euery manne his parte diuide and tax, 

1 counfayle you eche one t ruffe vp your packes. 

And take no thyng at all, or be content. 

With fuche rewarde as fortune hath you lent. 

All thynges in this boke that ye fhail rede, 
jy oc a s \ e lyft, there fhall no manne you bynde. 

Them to beleue, as fureiy as your crede. 

But notwithftandyng certes in my mynde, 

I durft well fwere, as true ye fhall them tynde. 

In euery poynt eche aniwere by and by. 

As are the iudgementes of aftronomye. 

The Defcripcion of Richard the thirde. 

R ICHARDE the third fonne, of whom vve nowe 
entreate, was in witte and courage cgall with either 
of them, in bodyc and prowefie farre vnder them bothe, 
little of ftature, ill fetured of limmes, croke backed, 
his left fhoulder much higher than his right, hard ia- 
u ou red of vifage, and fuch as is in Gates called warlye, 
in other menne otherwise, he was malicious, wratbfull, 
enuious, and from afore his birth, euer frowarde. It is 
for trouth reported, that the duches his mother had lb 
much a doe in her trauaile, that ihee coulde not bee de- 
liuered of hym vocutte-i and that lice came into the 
worlde with the feete forwarde, as menne bee borne out- 
warde, and (as the fame runneth; alio not vntothed, 
whither menne ol hatred reporte aboue the trouthe, or 
elles that nature chaunged her courfe in hys beginninge, 
whiche in the courfe- of his lyfe many thinges vnnatu- 
rallye committed. None etiili captaine was hee in the 
v/arre, as to whiche his difpoficion was more merely then 
for peace. Sundrye vidories hadde hee, and lomme- 
time ouerthrowes, but neuer in defaulte as for his owne 
parfone, either of hardineffe or polytike order, free was 
hee called of dyfpence, and fommewhat aboue hys 
power liberall, with large giftes hee get him vnftedfafte 
frendefhippe, for whiche hee was fain to pil and fpoyie 
in other places, and get him ftedfaft hatred. Flee was 
clofe and fecrete, a deepe diflhnuler, lowlye of countey- 
naunce, arrogant of heart, outwardly coumpinable 
where he inwardely hated, not letting to kifTe whome 
hee thoughte to ley 11 : dilpitious and cruell, not for euill 
will alway, hut after for ambicion, and either for the 
furetie or encreafe of his efface. Frende and foo was 
muche what indifferent, where his aduauntage grew, he 
fpared no mans deathe, whofe life withftoode his pur- 
pofe. He ftewe with his owne handes king Henry the 
fixt, being prifoner in the Tower, as menne conftantly 
faye, and that without commaundement or knoweledge 
of the king, whiche woulde vndoubtedly yf he had en- 
tended that thinge, haue appointed that boocherly of- 
fice, to fome other then his owne borne brother. 

Somme wife menne alfo' weene, that his drift couertly 
conuayde, lacked not in helping furth his brother of 
Clarence to his death : whiche hee refilled openly, how- 
beit fomwhat (as menne deme) more faintly then he 
that wer hartely minded to his welth. And they that 
thus deme, think that he long time in king Edwardes 
life, forethought to be king in that cafe the king his 
brother (whofe life hee looked that euil dyete fhoulde 
fhorten) fhoulde happen to deceafe (as in deae he did) 
while his children wer yonge. And thei deme, that 
for thys intente he was gladde of his brothers death the 
duke of Clarence, whole life mull nedes haue hindered 
hym fo entendynge, whither the fame duke of Clarence 
hadde kepte him true to his nephew the yonge king, or 
enterprifed to be kyng himfelfe. But of al "this pointe, 
is there no certaintie, and whofo diuineth vppon cop- 
iedtures, maye as wel fhote to farre as to fhort. How 
beit this haue I by credible informacion learned, that 
the felfe nighte in whiche kynge Edwarde died, one 
Myftlebrooke longe ere mornynge, came in greate hafle 
to the houfe of one Pottyer dwellyng in Reddecroffe 
ftrete without Crepulgate ; and when he was with haftye 
rappyng quickly letten in, hee fhewed vnto Pottyer that 
kynge Edwarde was departed. By my trouthe manne 
quod Pottier then wyll my mayfter the duke of Glou- 
cefter bee kynge. What caufe hee hadde foo to thynke 
harde it is to lave, whyther hee being toward him, anye 
thynge knewe that hee fuche ihynge purpoied, or other- 
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